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CHAPTER 
ONE 


David and his wife Avril had spent their married lives 
moving from one apartment to another unable to settle in 
any one place. 

They got married at a very young age with no savings and 
little money in their pockets. 

Their first apartment was a small dingy little one bedroom 
on the second floor of a terraced house. 

Night time was difficult as people living in other rooms in 
the house always decided to start playing music or arguing 
making it impossible to get a good night’s sleep. 

For two months they lived this nightmare. 

One day David came home from work and asked Avril if, 
after dinner she would like to go for a walk. 

This was unusual because it was mid week; they never 
went out mid week because of work the following day. 
They finished their dinner and put their coats on as it was a 
rather cold night. David guided Avril through streets that 
were unknown to her. 

“Where are we going” she asked “why so far from home?” 
Eventually they arrived at a brightly lit avenue. 

“What do you think of this street?” He asked. 

“Well it’s okay, why ask me that?” She replied. 

“Look across the road” he said “number 68”. 

“It’s okay, why ask that’ she said. 


“We are moving in there tomorrow, I’ve paid a month’s 
rent” he said. 

Avril jumped and clapped her hands, she screeched 
excitedly, she wrapped her arms around David’s neck and 
kissed him. 

The following day they packed what possessions they had 
and said goodbye to their old apartment. 

A year and one child later it was time to move on again. 
This time it was a two bedroom ground floor apartment. 


CHAPTER TWO 


A year and one child later it was time to move on 
again. 

This time it was a two bedroom ground floor 
apartment. 

Life went on, David working hard Avril enjoying 
being a housewife and mother. 

They saved every penny they could. 

Eventually after four more different apartments they 
had managed to save enough for a house. 

The big day came when they could move in. 

The house needed to be big because the children 
now counted four. 

David was content, he had a loving wife four lovely 
children. 

Avril was the mother that any child could ask for. 
The years passed much too quickly, the children had 
grown up and got married. 

Now the house was too big, too many empty rooms. 
“What do you think about a bungalow” Avril asked 
David, completely out of the blue. 


“What’s brought this on? Aren’t you happy here?” 
He replied. 


I love my house but it’s just too big now the children 
have left” Avril said. 

“Okay I’m fine with that, I agree it does feel empty” 
he said. 

Three months later after viewing several places they 
decided on one they both liked. 


CHAPTER THREE 


Moving from a four bedroom house into a two 
bedroom bungalow left them with more furniture 
than room. 

It was a Saturday of the Easter holiday, they moved 
into their new home. 

All the spare furniture they decided to leave by the 
side of the road with a sign that said free to anyone 
at could use it. 

On Easter Sunday Avril was taking some more bits 
and pieces that weren’t wanted, outside when a 
woman asked her if she had just moved into the 
house. 

“Yes, we moved in yesterday” Avril said. 

“Have you been told about the house?” The woman 
Said. 

“What do you mean?” Avril asked. 

“Did they tell you about the lady?” The woman said. 
“Lady? What lady?” 

“Sorry, I didn’t mean. .it’s not my... sorry I have to 
go” the woman said. 

Avril watched as the woman quickly walked away. 


David walked up the garden path and leaned on the 
gatepost. 

“Who was that?” He asked. ~v 

“I don’t know, she asked about a lady”. 

“What lady?” 

“I just told you, I don’t know. 

“Weird” David said and walked back into the house. 
Avril stood there staring as the woman walked out of 
Sight. 

Did you see how quick all our furniture went?” Avril 
Said. 

“I bet we see it at the local boot sale next week” 
David laughed. 

Two days later all thoughts of the woman and her 
strange lady were forgotten. 

David and Avril had arrived home after a pleasant 
visit to the seaside. 

Avril prepared a snack while David opened a bottle 
of Pinot. 

“Well I did enjoy today, Avril said “fish and chips on 
the sand made a nice change”. 


“I agree, a nice change, maybe we should go and 
visit the castle in the middle of”, David was cut short 
by a strange whistling sound. 

“What was that noise?” He said. 

“I never heard anything” Avril replied. 

“That whistle, or what sounded like a whistle, it 
seemed to come from the roof” he said. David 
placed his wine glass on the side table 

“Where are you going?” Avril asked. 

“To find where the noise is comi.., there, there it is 


again, surely you heard it then?” He replied. 

“It’s obviously one of the windows are letting ina 
draught” she answered. 

David tilted his head to one side and listened. 


Hearing nothing he sat back down. 

It had been a long and tiring day, they both dropped off to 
sleep watching television. Suddenly they were woken up by 
a loud whistle and a noise that sounded like a door 
slamming. 


David spun around quickly expecting to see the dining 
room door closed but it was still open. 


“Go and look outside” Avril said. 
“T will in a minute” he said as he picked up his wine glass 
and gulped the remaining wine. 


He picked up a poker and started toward the hallway. 
“Why have you got that?” She asked. 

“Protection,” he said “well you never know” 

He crept up the hallway into the kitchen. 

“All clear” he shouted. 

He opened the door leading to the back garden, the poker 
raised high above his head ready for anything. 

Avril stood waiting for David to return but five minutes 
passed. 

“David” she called. 

“David” she shouted again, “stop messing around”. 
Silence. 

She slowly headed towards the living room door holding a 
heavy brass statue ready to strike if necessary. 

As she poked her head around the hallway door David 
shouted BOO as loud as he could. 


Avril screamed, she threw the statue in fright, it missed 
David’s head by a fraction, it flew 

through the kitchen and smashed the back door window. 
“You fool, why would you do that”? She shouted. 

D avid squeezed his lips tightly together in a vain attempt 
at holding his laughter in. 


“T’m sorry” he said holding her in his arms. 
“Why? You know I scare easily” she said while thumping his 
chest. 
Suddenly they heard that whistle, each of them became 
silent. 
Avril looked up at David and whispered “where did it come 
from”. 
“It seemed as if it came from the kitchen, go into the living 
room, Ill check it out” he replied. 
“In the living room? Are you out of your mind? Stay on my 
own? Not on your life” she whispered, “I’m coming with 
you” 
David walked slowly towards the kitchen door; Avril was 
right behind him clinging onto his shirt and peeking around 
his side. 
He quietly opened the back door and poked his head 
outside, the security lights came on, and David screamed 
with fright, Avril burst out laughing. 
“NOT FUNNY,” he shouted. 
“Oh it’s not funny now “she said in between giggles. 
David stepped outside with a scowl on his face. 
The security lights lit up the whole back garden. 
“Nothing out here” he said and walked into the house and 
took some keys off the key rack. 
“Where are you going? Avril asked. 


“The shed” he snapped, “I need to board the door window 
up, and you know, the one you broke”. “Do you want 
coffee?” She asked, you must admit that was funny”. 


He turned his head, he had nails between his lips, a 
hammer in his hand, he grinned and nodded his head, 
turned back to the door holding a nail against the wood 
that covered the broken 
window and commenced to hit his thumb. 

OWWW”. 
Avril went back into fits of laughter. 
He finished boarding up the window and went into the 
living room where Avril had taken the coffee. 
They sat next to each other on the sofa; Avril dared not look 
at him in case she laughed again. 


The following day David called for a glazier to place the 
window. 

The glazier came within the hour. 

Avril stood watching him fit the new window. 

“Would you like a tea or coffee” she asked. 

“Coffee please” he replied, “your new around here aren’t 
you?” He asked. 

“We moved in a little while ago” she said. 

“The rumours don’t worry you then?” He asked. 
“Rumours? What rumours?”. 

“The old lady, you know, the old lady” he said. 

“T’m sorry I don’t know what you’re talking about” she said. 
The glazier stopped working, Avril handed him the cup of 
coffee. 

“Going back to the 1960s there was a spate of burglaries, 
he said, people around here became frightened, so the local 
police made regular rounds to try and deter the burglars 
but the 

burglaries continued, most of the people had telephones so 
if they were in trouble they could call the police, those that 
didn’t have a phone were given whistles”. 

Avril stopped him “whistles?” She asked. 


“Yes they were told if they heard any noises to blow the 
whistle and the police would come as soon as they heard it” 
he said. 

But Avril wasn’t listening; her mind was in a whirl. 

“Police, whistle?” She thought. 

David was out on the drive washing the car. 

“David” she called, “can you come here a minute”. 

He looked at her and saw a peculiar look on her face. 

He dropped the sponge he was using into the bucket of 
water, wiping his hands down the side of his trousers; he 
asked “whatever’s the matter, you look as if you’ve seen a 
ghost”. 

“Not seen but maybe heard a ghost” she said. 

She pointed towards the kitchen; the glazier was packing 
up his tools. 

“He told me there was trouble around here in the sixties 
and that the police gave the people whistles to use if they 
were in danger” she said. 

“Police? Trouble? Whistles? What are you talking about” he 
asked. 

The glazier came to the door, “I’ve finished, and look I’m 
sorry if I have worried you, don’t listen to me I just rattle 
off and just talk rubbish half the time”. 

David stood there puzzled; he pulled out his wallet and 
asked “how much do I owe you”. “£125 please” the glazier 
said. 

David handed him the money and thanked him. 

The glazier walked over to his van put his toolbox into the 
back; he opened the driver’s door, looked towards the 
couple, hesitated, gave a slight shake of his head, got into 
the van and drove off. 

“What the dickens was that all about?” David asked. 

“He asked if I knew about the old lady I asked him what he 
meant, he said there were rumours about an old lady, he 
told me that the police gave police whistles out and that if 
anyone was scared they should blow their whistle” she 


said. 

“Oh I get it now, we hear a whistle and you think it’s a 
ghost and not just any ghost but an old lady’s ghost, come 
on Avril you know there’s no such thing as ghosts” David 
said. 

“But the whistle?” She said “we both heard it”. 

“A ghost that whistles, maybe it’s a wolf whistle, yes she 
must fancy me” he said. 


CHAPTER FOUR 
A few weeks later David had a phone call from a friend that 
lived in Scotland asking if he would like to spend weekend 
fishing in the Lochs, Avril was welcome to come along as 
well. 
Avril decided that sitting beside the water watching two 
boys fishing wasn’t her idea of fun but it was fine for David 
to go. 
Early Friday morning David set off, fishing gear in the back 
of the car a boys smile on his face and a wave goodbye to 
Avril. 
Avril spent the day pottering about in the garden, she 
mowed the grass, pulled up the weeds that she had 
neglected, and washed the windows. 
She realised it was starting to get dark. 
She put the mower and garden tools in the shed, and 
looked around the garden with satisfaction at how much 
she managed to get done. 

After a relaxing bath she warmed up a microwave meal 
poured a glass of wine turned on the TV and watched a nice 
romantic film. 

She had dropped off to sleep before the end of the film but 
was woken by a frantic whistling, confused she searched 
for the remote, thinking that the noise was from the TV. 
She found the remote and turned the TV off but the noise 
was still there. 

Running around the house looking for the source of the 


noise she entered the kitchen, the whistling stopped. 

Avril stood there her eyes scanning the room, she saw what 
she thought was her reflection in the back door window, 
she stared at the window, she looked down at her legs she 
had her pyjamas on but the reflection was wearing a long 
dress, it had something in its mouth, it was a whistle. 

Avril could see its cheeks bulge out, she heard that horrible 
sound, and the whistle was louder than ever. 

She ran to the front door, frantically tried opening it, it was 
locked, she ran to the front room window, they wouldn’t 
open, she picked up a poker and tried to smash the window 
but no matter how hard she hit it, it would not break. 

The noise stopped, there was silence. 

Avril slowly looked around the living room door towards the 
kitchen, the reflection was gone, no it’s not a reflection, it 
was a lady, an old lady” she thought. 

She quickly went into her bedroom, dressed, grabbed her 
handbag, her car keys and ran to the front door, this time it 
opened, she ran to her car and drove to the nearest hotel. 
She booked into the hotel and went to her room. 

She opened the courtesy bar she poured a large gin and sat 
on the bed, picked up her mobile phone and started to dial 
David’s number then decided to wait until morning. 

The night was long, dropping off to sleep then waking up 
only to find she had slept just a short while. 

At last morning came, Avril sat up in the bed, her head was 
aching partly through the lack of sleep and partly through 
the amount of alcohol he had drunk. 

She looked at her mobile phone on the bedside cabinet. 
“Did I imagine that woman last night?” She thought “do I 
call David?” 

With that thought in her head she went into the bathroom 
and had a shower. 

Feeling refreshed she decided to visit the library to 
investigate the bungalow’s past. 


She asked the librarian if they had local newspaper 
archives. 

“Yes, we have extensive archives of newspapers dating 
back two hundred years” he said. “Of course but you must 
register first. 

After receiving her library card she was directed to a 
computer and was shown how to open the newspaper files. 
She remembered the glazier had mentioned the sixties, so 
she started flicking through the 1960s headlines. 

She finally found what she was looking for. 
BURGLARIES, BAFFLING BOBBIES. 

A spate of burglaries was being carried out in the area of 

Cavendish. 

Police are investigating burglaries being carried out by a 

gang of thieves. 

Several houses have been targeted and items worth 

hundreds of pounds have been stolen. 


The police have said that they must be a professional gang 
as there is little evidence left at the 
scenes. 
Avril was disappointed that there were no addresses given 
in the report. 
Undeterred she carried on looking. 
Flicking quickly through the pages one headline caught her 
eye. 

LADY MISSING FROM HER HOME. 
Mrs Worthing of 48 Watchet drive, Cavendish, has gone 
missing. 
Avril had to read the sentence twice before it sunk in; 
shivers ran down her back, she cupped her hands over her 
cheeks. 
“My house” she said loudly. 


“Shush” someone said. 


“Quiet please “Avril heard. 

She looked around, realised what she had said, then 
carried on reading. 

Neighbours of The missing woman noticed her curtains had 
not been opened for the last three days. 

Police broke into the house and found the place had been 
ransacked but there was no sign of Mrs Worthing. 

Police believe that the thieves spent at least two days in the 
house. 

They found evidence of food being eaten and empty beer 
and whiskey bottles. 

The police gave a description of Mrs Worthing, she is about 
five feet two inches tall of a pale complexion, and she 
usually wears a dark colour dress and has grey hair if 
anyone knows of her whereabouts please report to your 
nearest police station. 

Avril went back to her hotel room. 

The bar had been replenished. 

“Just the one” she said to herself “I have to drive later”. 
She sat on the bed thinking, she took a sip of gin. 

“Do I phone David? Do I go back to the house? Am I going 
mad? Do I believe in ghosts?’ she drunk the remaining gin 
and poured another. 

With the gin giving her courage she checked out of the 
hotel, got into her car and drove home. 

She opened the front door and walked bravely into the 
house. 

“It’s my house now” she shouted “you’re not chasing me 
out”. 

The house was quiet; you could hear a pin drop. 

Avril put her handbag and keys on the hall table. 

She went into the kitchen and stood there looking around, 
she saw her reflection in the back door window and walked 
up to the door, as she was about to turn the door handle the 
front door opened. 

Avril turned and saw David. 


“I’m home” he called. 

Avril ran through the hallway threw her hands arms around 
his neck and sobbed uncontrollably. David dropped his 
fishing gear. 

“Good grief what’s wrong” he asked. 

“Oh David,” she cried, “the whistle, the woman, the 
whistle, our house, the reflection, I saw her”. 

“The woman? Reflection? What do you mean? Our house?” 
He asked. 

David led Avril into the living room; he poured her a glass 
of wine. 

“Here drink this and tell me what has been going on” he 
said. 

Avril told him the events of the previous evening, what she 
read in the archives. 

David sat next to Avril, he put his arm around her 
shoulders. 

She looked into his eyes, “why have you come home? You 
were supposed to be in Scotland until tomorrow” she 
asked. 

“Bill felt unwell so we decided to call it a day, so here I am” 
he said. 


“Is he okay?” She asked. 

“Yes he’s fine I think it’s all to do with the amount of booze 
he drank last night”. 

“You really believe you saw a ghost?” David asked. 

“I don’t know what I saw” Avril said “I think I saw an old 
lady, no I did see her, I saw the whistle in her mouth, I saw 
her cheeks, I heard the noise, oh David am I going mad?”. 
No, don’t think like that, there must be some logical 
explanation” he replied. 

Avril leaned back on the sofa, before too long she dropped 
off to sleep. 

David quietly took the wine glass from her hand and lifted 
her feet onto the sofa. 


He took his fishing gear out to the garden shed and locked 
the door that led into the back alley. 

After pouring himself another drink he settled on one of the 
chairs, he didn’t want to disturb Avril, she slept all through 
the night, he slept in the chair. 


Avril was woken by a gentle shaking. 

She opened her eyes and saw David standing over her. 
“Cup of tea” he asked. 

Avril nodded and sat up. 

“Tve been here all night?” She asked, “You should have 
woken me”. 

David smiled, “you must have needed that sleep” he said. 
She took the cup and placed it on the coffee table. 

“Did I imagine it?” She whispered, “am I going crazy?”. 
“Of course you’re not” he reassured her, “just put it behind 
you, and don’t think about it”. 


For Avril the rest of the day was just a blur, she cooked 
dinner and done all the things that she normally did ona 
Sunday. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


Two weeks passed without the slightest disturbance. 

Then on the Wednesday night Avril was washing the dishes 
in the kitchen sink, for some reason she happened to look 
up at the window, there staring at her was that face, she 
screamed, dropped the plate she was holding and ran 
calling for David. 

He heard her screams; he dropped the newspaper and ran 
to the hallway. 

Avril stood there crying. 

David held by her shoulders. 

“What’s wrong, what’s happened?” He asked. 


“The window, that face that wrinkled face was staring at 
me” she cried. 

He ran through the kitchen, opened the back door and ran 
to the side of the house, there was nobody there. 

Back in the hallway Avril was sat on the floor with her back 
against the wall sobbing. 


She looked up at David as he approached her, “did you see 
her”? She asked. 

“There was nobody there.” He said. 

“David,” Avril asked, “Is there something wrong with me?” 
“Wrong? You are really experiencing something, we must 
find out what” David replied. 


“Do you think I should see a doctor?” She asked. 

“It wouldn’t hurt to maybe talk to one just to ease your 
mind” he said. 

The next day Avril made an appointment to see her doctor. 


Avril called her eldest son Andrew. 

“Hi Mum, you okay?” Andrew asked. 

Avril explained all that had happened and told him that she 
was afraid she was imagining these things. 

“Mum I’m coming over, we’ll sort this out” Andrew said. 
“No there’s nothing you can do, I have an appointment with 
the doctor tomorrow, and IIl call you 

then” she told him. 

The next day Avril kept her appointment with her doctor, he 
gave her some medicine to help 

her relax. 

When she arrived home Andrew was sitting in his car 
waiting for her. 

Avril turned into her drive, before she could get out of the 
car Andrew was beside her. 

“Andrew, I said I’d ring” Avril said. 

“Do you think I’d wait?” He replied, “Let’s go in the house 
and you can tell me everything”. Andrew followed Avril into 


the house. 

“David’, Avril called, “David’ she called again, “that’s funny 
he didn’t say he was going out”. 

“Tell me and show me everything you’ve seen and heard” 
Andrew said. 

She took him into the kitchen and showed him exactly what 
she saw, heard and where. 

Andrew went out to the back garden, he checked the door 
that led into the alley, it was unlocked, he checked the side 
of the house where the kitchen window was. 

“You should keep the alley door locked all the time,” he 
said, “There’s no sign of anyone walking on the grass” 
Neither had noticed David had opened the front door. 
“Andrew? What are you doing here?” David asked. 

“Hi dad, Mum phoned me and told me she was worried 
about her health” he said. 

“Your mum’s fine, she is just going through a bad time at 
the moment” David responded. 

Andrew looked at his mother then his father, he noticed 
that there was something amiss between them, and he just 
couldn’t tell what. 

“Andrew turned to his mother, “If you need me just call, day 
or night, just call, okay”. 

Avril nodded. 

“Your mother’s okay, she’s just tensed up, she’s seeing a 
doctor, she’ll be as right as reign in a few days” David said. 
“Okay but call me straight away if you need me” Andrew 
reluctantly left. 

David shook his head, poured himself a drink, switched on 
the TV and sat on the sofa. 

“David’, Avril shouted, “what’s wrong with me? I’m afraid 
David; I’m frightened I’m losing my mind. 

He put his drink down, without looking at her he said “we 
can work this out without worrying Andrew”. 

Avril was amazed at David’s attitude, she had never seen or 
heard him behave like that; “I’m going to bed” she said and 


walked into the bedroom. 

She took the medicine the doctor had given her to help 
sleep, after replaying the events from the past few days she 
slipped into a deep sleep. 

Avril woke suddenly, she sat up, something had woken her, 
shouting, looked down at David, he was snoring, she knew 
nothing would wake him. 

She sat there listening, silence, the room was in darkness 
only the light from under the bedroom door. 

She stared at the light, she realised there shouldn’t be a 
light under the door. 

“David” she whispered, “David”, she said a little louder, she 
shook him, he never budged. 

She pushed the quilt aside and swung her legs off the bed 
and sat quietly. 

She saw a shadow pass through the light under the door, 
she shook David again, he never moved. 

She opened the bedside table drawer, took out the knife 
she had put there earlier and walked silently to the door, 
she opened it. 

Slowly she stepped into the hallway, walking away from her 
was a lady dressed in a long dark dress. 

Avril screamed and ran towards the lady, before she 
reached her the lady turned and stared, in her mouth Avril 
could see a whistle, and she could see the cheeks bulge, 
Avril fainted. 

David stirred in bed, he stretched his arm looking for Avril, 
she wasn’t there, he got out of the bed and went to look for 
her, and he found her on the floor in the hallway. 


He knelt down and gently lifted her head calling her name 
quietly. 


She opened her eyes, turned her head towards the kitchen, 
looked back at David, “she was there, the old lady, I saw 
her,” she paused,” I did see her didn’t I David”. 


He lifted her up and carried her to the bedroom and laid 
her gently on the bed. 


CHAPTER SIX 


Two days later David told Avril he was going to the 

shopping centre to buy some new computer equipment. 
Avril began to wonder why he was taking so long, it had 

been five hours.He had been acting very strangely lately. 
Driving down the road towards his house he saw police 

and an ambulance parked close to his house. 

As he got closer he realised it was his house. 

He jumped out of his car and ran, he was stopped by police. 

“This is my house” he shouted “what’s happening’ 

Andrew saw his father talking to the police officer, he 

walked over to his father shaking his head. 

“NO” David shouted and ran to the front door, Andrew 

stopped him. 

“Dad it’s too late, she’s gone” Andrew said. 

David and Andrew watched as the paramedics wheeled the 

stretcher out, a sheet coving the body. 

They watched as the stretcher was loaded into the 

ambulance. 

“What happened” David asked. 

“It looks as if she has taken her life” Andrew cried. 

David cried on his son’s shoulder, “why, why why” 

“Dad you have to stay at my house tonight” Andrew said as 

he led his father to his car. The following day the police 

asked David to come to identify the body. 

‘T’ll go” Andrew said. 

“No, I have to go, I have to see her to believe it’s true” 

David replied. 

At the morgue the police officer took David to where Avril 

was lying, he asked David if he was ready, David nodded, 

the officer pulled back the sheet that was covering Avril, 


David screwed up his eyes, he nodded, the officer said “you 
must say if you identify her as your wife”. 


“Yes, yes YES, she’s my wife, that’s Avril” he cried. 

David walked out of the hospital, Andrew was waiting for 
him. 

“Dad you’re coming back with me” Andrew said. 

“No I’m going home” he insisted. 

Andrew drove David home, he waited until his father had 
opened the door and had gone inside. 


David poured himself a drink and sat on the sofa, glass of 
whiskey in one hand and a bottle of whiskey in the other. 
After four glasses of whiskey he drifted off to sleep. 

It was the early hours of the morning when he was 
suddenly woken. 

“What,” he shouted, he looked down, and he had spilt the 
drink onto his trousers. 

“Damn” he said annoyed with himself. 

He stood, wiped his trousers with his sleeve he needed a 
cloth. 

He walked into the hallway and stopped in shock. 

There in the kitchen was an old lady, dressed in a long dark 
dress, a whistle in her mouth, staring at him but worse still 
standing beside her was Avril, standing there in a hospital 
gown, she was staring at him with her arms outstretched, 
palms facing upwards, cuts visible on each wrist. 

“NO” he shouted “it can’t be, Janice, what’s wrong? Janice, 
take the mask off. 

The old lady stayed where she was, Avril walked closer to 
David with her eyes staring into his. 


“Why do this to me, it’s your fault, and you made me lose 
my mind, you and your lover”. 

“I’m sorry, David screamed, “please let me be, Pll confess, 
yes I drove you to kill yourself. 


David hadn’t noticed that the front door had opened. 
“Okay we have enough” a voice from behind said. 

David swivelled around; he saw several police officers and 
Andrew. 

He turned back to the kitchen, he saw the old lady remove 
a mask. 

Avril walked up to him and slapped his face. 

She ran into Andrew’s arms crying. 

A police officer handcuffed David and said “we have your 
accomplice at the station. 

“You have to stay with us until you sell the house” Andrew 
said. 

Avril nodded, she locked the front door and walked down 
the drive, she stopped and turned, she looked toward the 
front window, she saw an old lady with a whistle in her 
mouth, Avril smiled and walked away. 


